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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


| had a lot of fun with this prompt! Just imagining how funny it would be if this really happened has me lol-ing 
whenever | think about it <3 | really hope you like it! 


The tour bus had hit an icy patch and slid off the road an hour ago. No one was hurt but the bus had slid 

into a small ditch. It wouldn't have been a problem but for the fact that it was winter and the snow made it 
impossible to get out. The band was assured that a tow truck was already on the way to get them out and 

would be there within the hour. They would be back on the road soon and would have ample time to set up, 

sound check, rest and eat before the show. No problem. 


Dave was in a grumpy mood despite the good news. He didn't like cold weather much. David felt right at home, 
looking out the window and remembering the long, cold winters he endured in Minnesota. Junior was actually 
surprised the bus had gotten stuck seeing as there wasn't that much snow. He figured it was the weight of 
the bus combined with all that they were transporting. No matter. The snow looked beautiful and it put him in 


a peaceful, nostalgic mood. He wished he could've said the same for Dave. 
"What are you so happy about, Junior?" Dave asked, his face distorted with anger. 


David didn't realize until his band mate had pointed it out but he had indeed been smiling. "I was just thinking 
about when | was a kid, playing with my brother in the snow." 


Dave seemed disinterested but Junior kept talking. "We used to play outside all day, or at least until our mom 


called us inside. Then we would drink hot chocolate next to the fireplace to warm up." 


Dave had his arms crossed, glaring out the window as if his silent wrath would somehow melt the snow. Junior 


kept talking, hoping that something he said would help him snap out of his funk. 
"We used to have snowball fights, too. We would spend hours making little forts to hide in" 
Dave snorted. He couldn't possibly have cared less but Junior was having fun remembering. 


"We even had this thing called the ‘snowball of doom’ that we used to make. If you got hit with one it was 
lethal!" 


The redhead seemed intrigued by that detail. Suddenly Junior had his full attention 

"The what?" 

"The snowball of doom" 

"How do you make one?" Dave asked, now fully intrigued 

Junior picked up his drink and headed toward the exit of the bus. "Come on, Ill show you" 


The brunette was wearing a sweater and did not bother to put on a jacket. Dave put on a thick coat and pulled 
the hood up. He stepped out into the snow, watching as Junior looked around. 


"First," he explained. "You have to find the right kind of snow." 


Dave watched as the bassist looked around, one hand under his chin, staring at the ground Dave guessed he 
was wrong in assuming that all snow was the same. Junior picked up a heaping handful of snow and walked back 


toward the singer. 
"Hold this," he said, handing Dave his drink. 


Junior shaped the snowball loosely, then reached into his drink and took out a piece of ice. He tucked the ice 
cube inside the snowball and packed the snow tight around it. Junior looked at the snowball with satisfaction, 


then looked over Dave's shoulder and squinted. 
"What is that?" he asked. 


Dave turned his back, searching for what his friend was looking at. With the exception of the snowfall, he didn't 
see or hear anything. He turned to ask Junior what he had seen but the young man was gone. Dave looked left, 
right and behind him. There was no trace of the bassist. A bit dumbfounded, Dave took a few steps forward 
and continued to look, more confused than angry. He pulled the hood of his coat back, thinking that he might be 
able to hear Junior. Dave looked down and saw footprints leading around to the back of the bus. He followed 
them. He got to the back and still saw no sign of Junior. 


‘Forget it; Dave thought. ‘Let him freeze to death out here, I'm getting back on the bus: 


The moment Dave turned around he felt an excruciating pain in his ear. He cried out and swore loudly, touching 
his ear and finding it wet with snow. He turned, face contorted with a mixture of shock and disbelief. Junior 
stood next to the front of the bus, a wickedly satisfied smile on his face. Apparently he had distracted Dave, 


ran around the other side of the bus and thrown the snowball when Dave least expected it. 
"Why did you have to throw it at my ear?" Dave yelled. 


"Because," Junior explained calmly before stepping back onto the bus. "That's just one of the reasons we called 
it the ‘snowball of doom: It's the worst possible place to get hit." 


Dave wanted nothing more during that moment than to grab Junior by his neck and strangle him to death then 
and there. He took several angry strides toward the door to the bus but stopped, his signature smirk sliding 
across his face. Why get mad when you can get even? Dave had watched Junior make the snowball very 
carefully and was sure he could make one just as dangerous. He got a piece of ice and tossed the cup away, 
getting snow from the same place he'd seen Junior get it. He packed the snow tightly and headed toward the 


bus, his smile dangerous and his snowball lethal. 


